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REKEEREKERE 


if stars are satellites, 
human-made lenses looking, 
then each log cracking 

in the fire must be paparazzi 
cameras shuttering to capture 
private moments of public life. 


if pictures equal memories, 

then the brain shuts to moments, 
thinking instead of looking back 
on moments at a later time. 


the eye of your camera, cherie, 
inescapable and tragic. 


heaven forbid your voice fall from the nest and flutter untrained. 


this the blood 

of nightgown, 
champagne sweaters 

and stains on sheets, 
this the change forgotten 
to be spoken in rhythm. 


if i'm only walking by at 3.5 miles per hour, 
then i’m only burning kilocalories of your stare. 


ina moment, 
flip over. 


living-reliving. 


the museum houses relics 

the angles of which conceal souvenirs 
of a past crusade. conchs, relics 

of the blood-dimmed tide, a-trumpet. 


pages of photos in neat rows 
cherie cry out overcolored 
sharply and break a bit. 


the muscle fibers 
weaken in moments 

of precise movement, 
dehydrated he held 

out, the pose of his body 
flexed in stasis, 

and remembered. 


if glue holds patch to fabric, then will i cover your eyes? 
each photo captured, 


its inverse waits 
to be redeemed. 


REKKRERERERERERERE 


not good at much 
great 

at being 
forgotten, though 


the Big Ugly Tarp flaps 
outside the window 
forgotten, though 


cockroaches stagger out, 
die on the carpet, their 
eggs, however, travel home 
with me, jewelry for my wife 


many folks 
die for voices 


that’s why Emily 

was smart, shut 

her voice in drawers 
near ghostly knickers 
there the larynx 
won't lie 

too cramped 


this enough of shouting 


my pre-arthritic hands strangle 
Disillusioned and Disruptive Students 


as snow melts to refall, 


the Big Ugly Tarp becomes 
my blanket, i sleep 

on the roof and use books 

to kindle my life-saving fire 
the smell of stagnant water 
dances with my nosehairs 


the drone oftraffic sounds 
my imaginary wolfpack 
gets shot not forgotten 


the Terrible Angel 
slithers into Theology, 
the true Big Ugly Tarp, 
Class while the Rabbi 
drowses drunk before 
noon, did you hear 
the one about 


i think so, but i've forgotten 


dump out wheelchairs in dumpsters for miracles, 
shout “rise and walk,” with a grating voice for veterans 
‘twas enough to suffer thrown from the steed 


six legs crawl 

over a half-dozen 
forgotten spoons, 
night, is coming, 
again, at last 

so are cockroaches. 
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Je Je Je Je Je Se e Je Jee e Jee Se 
KREKKKEKKKKRKREEK 


scars on his hands 
scabs like waning mo 


a true savior neither 
a black gown for mourning, yes praises nor curses 


a er ae ree ary ree Rete |p) eter eee ee) 
i search momentarily perturbed by IS disappearance 
EEE 
teacher, why do you not answer: ie 
LEESI 


a ae 

exhaust pipe 
motorbike 

pties into 


silences enact sermons, yes = desert. each 
as ëO 7 


every wild thing captured| |granule of sand 
every image framed 
every organ ruptured 


JR EKS reece 
and iA secret have i said nothing 


it]s luck keeps 
him standing 
and stuck 

in one place 


private contours of a f 
canticle 


, ce: 
sidewalk salt sca 


for melt, grip for sli 


extinguished 


KRKKKKEKEREREK 


albeit, a height, precipice 


between beauty and terror 
melody and shrill 


an essence of you 
or you yourself 
rests somewhere 


silenced, burning 


frequency beyond height sounds 
as silence, thrum, drone, drudge 


i think this emotion should be prevalent, redolent 
so i force it into your chest, a heap of sobs. 


tears appear: dark coachmen 
arrive at this moment of infallibility 
not a signed confession. 


i, powerless, 
too change. 


these bricks house a solid non-god, or so we were told. 


an eternity 
working with 


your hands. 


scars 
cramps 
limps 


consider all the worlds 
thy hands have made. 


Je e e le se 
KrK 


half-splashed in war paint 
machete on canvas, 


vomit is our Diaspora, 
“yes, but” 


idyllic in Germantown, 
a depressed ex-model 
tea for two by four 
rots, or nails rust 
from lack of proper 
installation manual. 


sip and taste misgiven weather. 
rocks continue in bucket 


love among the crushed coral 


puzzle make hair, half-sip 
or swallow before six. 


a grubby denim hairline 
inching spineward, 

the paint taken off, 

and soon. 


emulsion in pomegranate juice, 


non-proper, a defense of investment, 


a denial of technigue, 
still-life withered grape above climate, 


vin de glaciere tethered to tongue 


hand swung and hamfisted 


vision blurred by blood, 


a nest, it ties it. a test 
of flight in feathers of fancy. 
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e dle e le sla ale ole olo 
KRRRRKRRR 


a strained female face, 
beads of sweat 
her concentration camp 


every word spoken 

aching knee on kneeler 

in pillory of all 

denominations are granular, if 
you ll remember 


nipple peak, pique 
peek sheet white, rubied 


perk up shrift, elbow discomfort, 
warming lubricant or mopping 
up the thick aftermath 


stains and burns 


barely out of teens 
it’s discovered. 


sweat wall, cross-hatched 
wicker with lipstick, grief 
in darkness, a voice sounds 
like half a wrinkled face 


mid-mass, a bird enters 
church, confused feathers 
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aflutter, it lingers among 
rafters, while i ponder 

over kneelers, among dissonant 
voices of god and Other 


half-memorare, naughty in uniform, 
kim unfurls, reeling on dope 

and nicotined, buzzing late rebuzz 
rebound each mispronunciation 

an obligation, a misguided 

angel gilds a season with weather 
severs eardrums in silence 

song a frequency above, vibratto 


weeping into orgasms 
over risqué pages 


still half-hard, a thighbite 
this passion a rush 
of adrenaline over impropriety 


finger trace nipples in concentric 
circles leaving burn 
marks wanting grafts 


hum, hiss, strum, click, the vic.’s 
needle dum-dee-dums 

beyond reach, like bedded 

sins of lazy passions 

Cistercian, cervical, and blossoms. 
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twelve 


ing 
house dealt 


OW 
fenced-up 


BASA A 
Pn sill 2 

temps_roujezavormahh 
aa | | the 

drug of Choice 


what've you got 9 


mortar says what is can't 
hold on its own 
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In The Bruised Fruit 
Market, the Happy 

Perfectionist weeps 
above D'Anjou skin: 
gouged and abused 


red peppers wither like grandmothers 


whose Spoiled Babies scream 
and paw, pander for candy 
their dissonant yells pummel 
the Perfectionist's ears until 
she wails too pointillist 

in disappointments 


| came here for chicken feet but left with a rabbit for roasting 
citrus hits the floor: 
an Old Man's cataract 
of thick-skinned nectar 
in polyrhythmic thuds 


hands fondle cantaloupe below the Blue Sky Mural 


the Newlyweds steal 
the Old Man's cart 


and rancor ensues 
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Hot Young Immigrants buy 

honey, slither black pants down 
the aisle of oil and spice 

and simmer like sale-priced 

soup, hot on a winter’s 

philology of crusty bread and melt 


Macho Men bullshit over 
meats, not shy abt 

their own hardness 

in word or image, 

or the spurts and grunts 
of colorless fluid exchange 


The Bruised Fruit Market Checkout 
girl says credit 

or debit, cash 

back? every time 

a Perfectionist 


tits in Polish magazines are yesterday’s papayas 
skin affected by winter drafts, a sweatshirt 
enough she says: eat up, it isn’t 


and wasn’t 

the feckless Old Man’s 

cart rolling away reckless 
ranging wild from the corral? 
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kkk 


this 
backbiting 
gets bitter 


false teeth, 
back-up fullback 


west of sliver, 
no new, 


a lunar landing, stuns 


nipples left 
drying in 
the sun 


a repressed nation 


this cancer is a 
timebomb, 
cherie. 


one morn 
a slant, of sunlight 
dumbs the reti 


alloy penis 
stiffens 


suddenly 
misspelled 


another's 
otherlover 
tongues. 
an earlobe 


stocks the birth 
canal 


glare of sun off 


ooh ile ale eo os 
KKK 


flashing red, 
you’re bloodshot, 
eyes, cherie 


i lament the lids’ tick 
flick of a switch 


murderous eyes 

silently cock-a-doodle-do, 
without them, sleep 

inches to infinity 


five bulbous illuminations, 

the ceiling fan spins 

in an unwanted, half-rotation, 
charged ghost of a summer self 


each of these moments leads up to finality 


lids flicker, tongues entangle: 
two sets of two jittery addicts 


molecules of water off a point 
rage opposite. cana’s lighthouse 


remains lit, automated for ships 


dress-shoed feet shuffle under commerce, 
concretins and steel-skulls never 
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tarry above sidewalk grates, fear poison 
gas and sulfur stench 


insomnia, my senses dull, yet, 
your breath, cherie, unevens 


dear bumblebee, your labor, dear, 
adds sweetness, but mine, alas, mistrust 


we pant unto exhaustion. 

the ceiling fan notices strokes 

of twin wind, furthered intertwined webs 
tonight: thunderstorm and shortness of breath, 
island-bound, charged together, we believe 


in our twain symbolic importances 


the skyline antenna beats red repeats feeling unfeeling. 
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dle dle e la dle se de ale ale 
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tonight: winter mixture: 
rain-sleet, sleet-ice, 
ice-snow, snowdrift, wind, 
a clearing, then melt. 


rivulets of sweat on her shoulder 


cars skid, fishtail, crash 


spring looms, a shipmast 
inching over the horizon 


electronically controlled 
alternator with chain 
drive precisely controls 
the pedal descent 
allowing a wide range 
of users to exercise 
smoothly within 
comfort zones 


abominable guitar chord, 
death-second of 
its wail, holds, enfolds. 
basal ganglia at center: hold 


up, slow up, stop, control 
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mirror-lurking: 
an imagined flub-flap 
below belly button 


package folded, pantried, put away 
i just want to see my own pussy once 
stigma and ovary, 
shifting hairline, rot, 
spine exposed through skin 
stamen bulbed by pollen, 
perennial, bud-dotted 
she wilts into bloom, 
muscles gone Wiry, 


pistil exposed 


nervosa 
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radio wave, over 
landing pad winks 
watch out planes! 


space is emptier than you think 


some people never 

worse for chatter 

perhaps because conversations 
constantly pass silently 


the tabloids map 
the future, at least 
Hillary’s chosen 

a running mate, 
Bigfoot, as rare 

as his own footage. 


the metric system makes grams 

out of flounders, studies show 

it aids the ego to measure 

the penis in centimeters for dramatic 


helicopter blades punish 
the air ninety meters 
above the rooftop H 


handlers scuttle off with the politician 
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groaning afternoon bowels 
sound irremediable 


the Porta-John tips 
into the street, stop! 
traffic at rush hour 
with someone inside 


these words fell 

out of forests, a favor: plop 
thankfully co-opted 

& meaning nothing 

save the space they occupy 


build your children 

tree houses in the cell tower 
and they slouch toward 
telemarketing and speak 
seven languages, each 

of them greedy 


for words from another place: 
Tower of London, Tower of Babel 


on Katie Couric, her 
words anchor us 

so fold hands 

bow heads, listen. 
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H+e— tangerine zeal 
& laad onions 


Cantonese grammar grammar 


-oyster smooth ster smooth — 


a A 
Nimitz and 


yellowtouching 
off a war 
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Je se dle de dle se se le le se ale ale 
KREKKKKKKEK ERE 


fix problems 

like the night 

shift fixes potholes 
of foreign ideology, 
hard hat, lunch pail 
backbone break, 
night sweats 

on the day shift. 


“anywhere but here” 

let buzzwords ring 
everyhouse: flag, a car. 
Flint on life support, 
heart transplant performed 
by offshore doctors 
overseas hospitals. 

a suburb shows its rage. 
somewhere within 
walking distance 

too, nowhere. 

public transportation 
mainlines called arteries 


arterial sclerosis, 
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needle find the vein, 

draw blood from minimum 
wagers, please 

dago in a mick's nix 

Jew tenements, affordable 

affability w/ rats and rivets 
in back o’ the yards. 


what to charge? / what you can 


reinvent but stay scarred over 
in praise of ramparts and gallows and chains 


glued to halftime show television for tit 
prince, beyonce and maybe one thousand 
times britney’s pussy will pop out 
limousines for an eternity. 


cold brown water escapes 
the shower, at night 
when heat sets 

for the season, 

incessant blowing 

paper in a vacant lot. 
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Je Je Je le 
KEKE 


styrofoam packaging 
w/ meat bloodstain discarded 


a five of diamonds, 
corners nicked off 


the bud light can crushed, throw away 


fuck sounds, a metal door 
squeaks shut, silence, more moans 


a half bag of mild winter’s salt waits unused 


keyed up accord, she smokes 
to trim her newly unpregnant body 


she shows it 

flower garden scuttled 

a hip repair, metal-metal 
an argument 

snow falls one day, 
melts next, murky 


shoe run-off on white linoleum 


market meet 
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in winter, potholes grow 


a coffee can full of butts 
sits off stoop right 


crackpop wood burning, 
whoosh of gas, 

a scalding whirlpool 

ups the buzz 

and sleep, curtain. 
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e dle de se le se ale ale ale ale 
KRRRRRRRKTRR 


glued to itself, 
itself it seeks 


rocket trail twists 
travail through vapor 
into infinite escape 


build up: release, 
crush or crash, 
it’s helpless slow burn 


fluid stain, irretrievable 


beautiful, if in shooting 
star tragedy, at the end 
detritus stage left, 

distant stars winking saline 


it’s hopeless 

among the heat, 
styrofoam, a metaphor 
of national inspiration 


naked as she falls 

limb over limb, 

limbic system 

of stellar disintegration 


erotic, interspace 
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an inevitability 


afraid of heights 
how corneal, 

cold to cold, 
weightless weight 


construction cannot be absolute 


word to word to word 

the shuttle rises by flame, 
falls, disintegrates 

tragedian 8 scribe 

retrace penumbras 

with finer tipped implements 
than previously imagined, 
shade shadows of memory, 
sudden: it did not occur 


tile to tile, a space lingers between, 
unless, of course, one becomes another 


verisimilitude and truth 
overlap in orbit 
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Je se de le dle se de ale le se ole ale ale ale ole 
KREKKKEKKKKRKEKRERE 


it smells the same 
and is 
each time 


blind 


signs, but 
Bernard can’t see 
doesn’t even want 
to see, any— 


more than enough 
suffering, glimpsed 
in flashes of scent, 
or hand on face not his own 


around here, something radiates 


near the incinerator, an underground 
man, his back hunched 
disfigurement he could 

neither afford to 

fix or let fester 


words on a transistor 
or bracketed tee-vee: 
simple information: 


this pill, now 
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that pill, when... 


he chews the arm 

of left-behind 

eyeglasses, nervous 

like a phrase out of Nietzsche, 
her body lingers here, there 
above or down a corridor, in 

a ward far off, 

a fake-perked nurse untying 
gowns and tearing out 
sutures and un— 


telling her 

my sister and i ride 
elevators up, 
down, declare 
secret places 


best for assurance 


here everything's going / gotto be ok. 
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when an isolated block of glacial ice melts 


rare species of willow 


under the down pillow of muck, 
the frog plops into a new out-of-place. 


atop a rowboat, a yawn. 
mother's hair tangles with lily 
pad strands and rusted fishhooks 
beneath sodden pier shadows, a northern pike waits 
sinister unblinking 


ninety-degree gnats swarm 
head high and up. 


a bee hides in father's unblinking lemonade 


boot in hawk-muck, deviants 
re-read, fighting strengthens 
the mud’s hold from a marigold chalice, i drink liguid moss 


and frogspawn, unstable sunsets melt 
into peat, droplets drop down cheeks into darkness 


put down roots 


o sisters with exposed shoulders, 
i isor, horrid windburn 


frogs, Jack-hooked by careless 
children now rest long dead 


sticky heat of Outer Fen leaves, pure humidity 


KKKKKKKEEKERERER 


a room is seeing 


sees 


an | cannot be 
known without 
seeing and being in 
its room of youth 
as it acts itself out 


under the desk— 

red plastic box 

of Legos, from which 
things were built, 
demolished brick 

by plastic brick, 

a place of origins 

lay in wait 


behind blue blinds, 

a red light, an imagining 
made real by imagination. 
the memory of its glow 

the ghost apparatus 

rising mind at bedside dawn. 


what of a lie we want to be true? 


etched in the marble of a city’s 
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empirical consciousness, 

a dead man eternally bleeds. 
voices plead with his blood 
for certitude, and construct 

a reply, feels real enough 

to pacify the weary mind, 

the dry throat forming words, 
but the body reaches after 

its own and another’s carnality, 
only real memories pacify, 

not scripted visions of fantasy. 


a revisionist carpet, 

this mother of invention 
scrubs a stain, a startled 
Coca-Cola 


god 

with feet and bendable joints 

a game enacts itself 

well aware of its own outcomes 

though a giveandtake appears, 

a severe blend of chance and skill. 

the lampshade gives the bedroom understated light. 
a turndial color tee-vee, 

one hundred faux-fur paws, 


the magnitude of material 
when it pulls for love from warm hands. 


34 


KAKKKAKKKKAAA AKA KKK 


yoga for insomnia, yoga for narcolepsy 


so much for the Hippocratic oath 


nutritionists and fashionistas 
become unarmed Sandinistas 

teach the populace to toggle 
between adoration and revulsion: 

a waif-like waist line 

or Anna Nicole’s Olympian bust line? 


some of the chosen 
merely sit & breathe 
while others bustle 

over concrete shapes 

of themselves or relatives 
frozen in a blast 

of furnace ash 


journeyman doctors 

reach the end 

of the mind and find 
Tiresias but no palm 
empty pillboxes but 

no donkey, no praise 
of no immortal soul 
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sing softly until | end 


my song never 
reaches top forty 


neither Anna Nicole 
nor Kate Moss 

will ever love 

me, neither, in life 
nor in death 


regard the posture: 
posture is all posturing 


on the Big Time Dating Show Leading Always to Sex, 
Tiresias waits 

behind the silk curtain 

with a copper coffer 

containing a self-devouring snake, 

all sinew and shimmering scale 


for the next Oprah 


after choosing a mate, 
Tiresias lounges 
beneath Egyptian cotton longing 
for the androgynous 
mate who has slipped into 
something more 
comfortable 


8 old body parts 


hidden like lotus petals unfold 
hormonally altered by pills 
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his beauty half-withered 
her member half-hard 


Postscript 


Money's better. 
Car’s on the fritz. 
Selling a kidney. 
Explain later... 
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